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the bottom step. It was sea-water, which had
splashed up from the Piazetta. He was surprised
that the sea had risen so high, and he hurried
down to the Riva, where his boat lay. Every-
thing was as he had left it, only the water had
risen considerably. It came rolling in broad
waves through the five sea-gates; but the wind
was not very strong. At the Riva there were al-
ready pools of sea-water, and the canals rose so
that the doors in the houses facing the water had
to be closed. The sky was all grey like the sea.

It never struck Cecco that it might grow into
a serious storm. He would not believe any such
tiling. San IIarco had allowed his sons to perish
without cause. He felt sure this was no real
storm. He would just like to see if it would be
a storm, and he sat down beside his boat and
waited.

Then suddenly rifts appeared in the dull-grey
clouds which covered the sky. The clouds were
torn asunder and flung aside, and large storm-
clouds came rushing, black like warships, and
from them scourging rain and hail fell upon the
city- And something like quite a new sea came
surging in from Lido. Ahy signer! they were
not the srcan-necked waves you have seen out
there, the waves that bend their transparent necks
and hasten towards the shore, and which, when
they are pitilessly repulsed, float away again with
their white f&am-hair dispersed over the surface